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  Turning and turning in the widening gyre


  The falcon cannot hear the falconer;


  Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;


  Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,


  The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere


  The ceremony of innocence is drowned;


  The best lack all conviction, while the worst


  Are full of passionate intensity.


  Surely some revelation is at hand;


  Surely the Second Coming is at hand...


  The Second Coming, William Butler Yeats, 1920


  Prologue


  People who think honestly and deeply have a hostile attitude towards the public.


  Johann Wolfgang von Goethe


  September 11th 2001 - World Trade Center, New York.


  Are you okay, pal? Alexander Burns was dazed, confused and exhausted. His eyes stung from his sweat and the noise from first responders and civilians running away from the World Trade Center made it impossible to get to anywhere near the towers. He knew when he hit the car it was a good thing the traffic wasn't moving at all, otherwise he would be dead. The young man helped him up. He felt his head and pulled it back to see blood on his scarred hands.


  My hands are scarred? Why are they scarred? He touched his scalp and part of his face. The same burns he had for years were all in place. Friendly fire over Swat Valley, Pakistan.


  Maxwell and Daniels's betrayal. A new life started.


  But that was May 2, 2011? How did I get here?


  The young man looked at him as if he were crazy.


  Hey dude, I got some news for you. It's September 11, 2001 and the two towers just got hit. As he spoke, he directed Burns to look at the New York skyline. The clear, crisp beautiful fall day was in stark contrast to marred World Trade Towers that had two gaping holes on the sixtieth and eightieth floor. Flames and smoke belching out, Burns had seen these events a million times over the years. London, France, San Francisco, Colorado  all those terrorists plans were thwarted. All but the ones on the east coast. He immediately thought of Debbie Foley, the young logistics analyst caught in a firefight in Heathrow.


  Dude? You need help or what? I gotta go. National emergency, the young man said. He was still holding onto Burnss arm.


  I'm alright. Get going. I know where I'm going. Burns did his best to give a reassuring smile, something he was still not good at after all his years in the field. He looked down the chaotic street and saw he was just a couple of blocks away. He brushed his sweaty, bloody hand on his battlefield fatigues. His military t-shirt and web belt were soaked with sweat as if he had run a marathon.


  I can't be here! I was in DC on September 11th. I was in the Pentagon with Daniels, not here in New York. Where am I going? Am I heading to the World Towers?


  How did I get here? He looked back at his hands and arms to see that all of his scars from the helicopter crash and IED were there, ten years after September 11th. He looked back up at the two smoldering buildings. He turned back to see that the man was reluctant to go.


  No really, I'm okay. I was on my way to the hospital for supplies, Burns lied.


  The man looked justifiably skeptical at him.


  Alright, pal, he said. The man got back in his car and moved it mere feet to the other parked cars on the curbs and sidewalks, and then left it like all the others. Burns kept watching the whole event. He moved against the tide of running civilians, approaching and waning sirens with sheer panic filling the air. Suddenly, Burns heard a burst of static break out near his neckline. He stopped to find that he had a wired ear phone attached to a radio. The ear bud was stuck under the t-shirt. It was the same transceiver radio he had used just days before on the Golden Gate Bridge. He followed the wire to the radio to make sure it was connected properly and then put the ear bud in his ear. The cacophony of voices were all over the place. He pinpointed Thomas Webber immediately by his shrill yelling and next he heard Anthony Maxwell's calm voice come over the wire, issuing instructions. With his intelligence and data-gathering hat on, Burns listened intently to find out how he was in New York on a date two decades before when he knew he was in DC instead. His scars came ten years after 9/11. The time, location and everything was all wrong, as if he were in a dream. The dream immediately turned into a nightmare. A voice from the grave crackled to life in his ear.


  This is Falcon 7. I've got Owen but Ramsey and Ellis are down. We are on the fortieth floor in the south tower. I couldn't get to the auxiliary control site on the sixtieth. Ramsey and Ellis got there and are KIA...


  I need you to make sure that nothing's left of the auxiliary control room, he heard Webber say.


  Burns closed his eyes and stood still in an effort to hear. He cupped his other ear and listened as he kept his gaze on the south tower less than two blocks away.


  Negative, Falcon 7, get the hell out of there. Webber! Get off the line and let the grownups deal with this, he heard Maxwell say.


  No way I can get back there, Webber, he heard Falcon 7, Debbie Foley say.


  But you died in Heathrow? Burns said aloud.


  What!? I'm not dead yet, Burns! Some help would be nice! Where the hell are you? Burns's confusion was still stymied by the facts of the events being completely jumbled. But hearing Debbie Foley's voice again spurred him on as if he were on a mission.


  Debbie, I'm two blocks away from your location. I'm on foot and will be there ASAP. I'll need a stairwell marker when you get the chance. Even as Burns picked up his pace and headed to the center of the storm, he heard Webber's voice come through much louder.


  Falcon 5! You are to stay in place with the VIP! You're not supposed to be near the World Trade Center! What are you doing, Burns!


  Webber! Shut the hell up and leave us alone. Burns  get to Foley. She's not supposed to be there, Maxwell said.


  I know, was all Burns said. He was just about a block away when he heard a thunderous wall of steel, glass and concrete collapsing. Burns slowed at first as he watched in shock and awe.


  The south tower fell first. It fell fifteen minutes after it was hit. He remembered the event. He saw it a million times. But how can I be here, in real time? It can't be real!


  Debbie! Get out of there! Now, Debbie! Run! Burns yelled.


  What? I didn't get that. What was that noise? Is something happening? Owen's tired and we have to rest.


  No! Don't rest! Run Debbie!


  Burns was now in a full sprint. His body felt older, fatigued and exhausted. As he approached the falling tower, a wall of dark, heated dust and soot raced to meet him. The people, cars, fire trucks, and the entire world around him was engulfed in darkness and noise.


  Foley! Don't stop!


  Burns? It's completely dark here... The static's volume jumped just as his body's momentum was slowed by the shock wave of debris crashing into him and everything in its path. The roar of noise, screams, crushing sounds and heated darkness with metal and concrete pelted his body. No air, heat, filth and sweat filled his senses. He felt his head bolt up as if he had nodded awake from a horrible dream. He heard a car radio playing country music, and felt that his arms and feet were bound while he sat in a moving vehicle. It took him longer to orient himself as a result of being drugged.


  Oh yeah. Daniels's men got me. Drugged me. Heading east. I wonder when it will be over.


  He felt a wave of sleep coming over him. He was glad to wake up from the horrible nightmare even if it was drug-induced. Even before his head dipped back down he sensed another dream forming.


  I wonder how bad this one will be?


  #


  May 2nd 2011  Swat Valley, Pakistan


  I'm telling you I don't have a body! You think I'm out here sunning myself, Webber?! You might want to try coming out here and find out what a real mission's like, Anthony Maxwell said. He was annoyed at dumb suggestions. He was bent on one knee surveying the hot zone trying to focus on where things were and how things could play out as he listened to the voice on the other end of the radio cell phone. Just when he thought it couldn't get worse, he replayed the last suggestion Thomas Steel Webber offered.


  What?! Ask the embassy and local marines for help? We're not supposed to be here!


  He stood up straight to work out the stress from talking to his boss. The phone was crystal clear so to avoid any further discussion, he closed the line without waiting for a response. He tossed the phone to one of eight Foreign Intelligence Agency agents, and continued his abbreviated search of the crash site where the command chopper went down. Time was a luxury he did not have; he never did. The pilot was KIA and still in her seat, and the passenger seat, presumably the one Alexander Burns was sitting in, was empty. The blood trail went dry after several feet from the crash making a search by foot and overhead necessary.


  Damn him! Why can't he just be dead?


  Maxwell had known Burns for many years and they did not always agree, but he had to respect the man's abilities to survive the impossible.


  Not much time before the curious and authorities show up asking a lot of questions, he thought as he looked at his watch and then looked toward the east horizon for any dust trails.


  Sir? Why is it so important that we find this Burns guy? I mean, he wasnt supposed to come in to check on our status; he was supposed to hang back and let us do our thing, a younger agent asked.


  And just to aggravate me more, a dimwitted newbie agent to boot. Daniels must really hate me.


  Maxwell closed his eyes. He hoped he could blot out the image of his boss and now the face of the new agent. Maxwell did his best to calm his voice and quell the impulse to simply slap the young newbie.


  Part of the mission was covert to Burns per Chairman Daniels's orders. Burns would have been key to selling Sudani's death to the White House. With him KIA at least we can say he died in the mission. With him MIA, we have a pretty big problem...


  Maxwell heard the young agent's voice cut him off in a huff as if he was the only agent on the field thinking.


  Yeah but if he's out there somewhere, MIA and shit, he'll probably get killed and our job is done, if you ask me, the young man interrupted. As predicted Maxwell felt the veins in his neck constrict along with the grip on his binoculars as he slowly turned around to look at the newbie.


  Idiots...obviously you're a plant of Webber.


  Maxwell was careful to take a few seconds to find the right words. It took less time than he expected to respond.


  No one's asking you, newbie! Unless we come back with Burns's body, he's a liability to this mission. He knows more shit about this mission and a whole lot of other missions that could be compromised. And if he thinks we screwed him, which we did, he won't let that go unanswered. With Burns killed in action, there's no retribution and it's a much better scenario; Burns missing in action is an unfolding nightmare that will bite us all in the ass some time in the future, on his schedule and terms. Do you want to be around when that shit happens, you moron?


  Maxwell had some satisfaction in seeing the young man's eyes grow wide and his mouth finally stop moving. The man was about to move off quickly until Maxwell stopped him.


  And don't ever interrupt me when I'm talking!


  Yes, Sir! Sorry, Sir! the young pale agent said as he tried to move quickly. Maxwell watched his rapid retreat as he marveled at both his arrogance and his pale skin. His anger subsided as he watched the pale agent take out a tube of something and started liberally applying whatever it was to his hands and skin.


  Suntan lotion? Really? You think the sun's going to kill you? You'll be lucky if you live long enough to get cancer.


  The irony was not lost on Maxwell. He shook his head in dismay at the incongruency of applying suntan lotion in a foreign land on an illegal assassination plot while looking for collateral damage. Once again he turned away to push the image out of his head. He looked back at the trail and felt another angry outburst emerging at the thought of losing Burns in the desert.


  Idiots! You pay peanuts and you get monkeys. And why the hell couldn't you just let it go, Burns? We needed Sudani alive. When did you get all patriotic and noble?


  The mission was launched in the early morning well before dawn. Right now, morning dawn was breaking faster than he wanted it to. As if on cue, his radio chirped. He knew what was going to follow.


  Recon 6 to CO: we've got two dust trails coming in  one from the east and the other from the south. ETA is ten minutes. Boss  we gotta move. This area will be filled with Pakistani troops, and we're not supposed to be here. He looked up in the sky and knew of the three helicopters above, it was the one furthest out that was reporting on the sudden change of events.


  Just figures.


  Maxwell focused on the mission and took his time answering. He felt his hand clench more on the radio before he responded. His assessment kept yielding the same results no matter how he changed the factors, premise and alternatives.


  Alright, have all squads report in for departure. Bring the pilot's body, and strip and torch the chopper. We evac in five minutes. And call Daniels and relay the following message  'falcon has left falconer; his condition unknown.' Repeat: 'falcon has left falconer; his condition unknown.' Maxwell said with great resignation.


  This just sucks.


  'Falcon has left falconer; his condition unknown.' Got it. Heading back to you now, his radio said before it chirped off. Maxwell couldn't stop himself from scanning the horizon. He watched the two other helicopters break off their search and return to the crash site while the field agents on the ground returned quickly to the landing zone. Light of day was getting stronger. He sensed more than saw the charred remains of the downed helicopter burst into a contained fire. Even though the majority of the mission was a success, he felt uneasy not knowing whether his former friend and colleague was dead or alive.


  Damn it, Burns! Why couldn't you just go with the program?


  May 2nd, Five Years Later  Houston, Texas, USA


  Damn, damn, damn. Do I have to do everything myself?


  Chairman Eric Daniels knew he sounded calm as he directed Alica Wise to pursue a ghost while Denise Cratty returned to secure the crime scene at the Auxiliary Control, North Andover.


  Acting. All acting.


  Even as he managed to speak to Wise clearly, cogently and thoroughly, he knew it was taking all of his theatrical abilities and leadership skills from reaching out and slapping her to see the obvious and pursue the terrorist. With precious time slipping away and convinced that Wise knew the plan, he finally hung up. Daniels felt his heart pounding and rage exploding from his chest.


  God damn you, Burns! Daniels yelled. He was now standing up in his home office in Houston, Texas. His chair rolled back violently crashing into another desk behind him as a result of his sudden movement. He stood with both fists clenched as he stared at his bank of eight monitors.


  How the hell did you do this!? How are you doing this? Who's helping you  the Israelis, you traitor!?


  Daniels tried to contain his fury. He grit his teeth to help with the anger. His hangover didn't help. To make matters worse, he felt his nose beginning to tingle as it sometimes did when it was about to erupt.


  Damned blood pressure, he thought as he slowed down his breathing along with his pulse.


  It's all falling apart. Everything is just falling apart, he said at a lower volume. It was not in his makeup to be pessimistic or negative, especially in a crisis. He was always prepared. He looked at the series of monitors and images knowing that it had to be his missing former agent. But all his predictable actions were now different, very different, as if he were another person. And the timing, locations and situations couldn't have been from just one man, even from Burns.


  You're a loner...not much into the team...and if there were other intelligence agencies helping, I would have known about it. But this is different. This is from the inside after years of absence. Why now? Why today? Why return from the dead or hiding? We thought you were dead and then you make it out of Pakistan a changed man. And just when we get you back, you disappear. What the hell?!


  Daniels took a step back from his control center at home to get a different perspective, maybe clear his thoughts. He looked at the array of scenes and segments from Massachusetts. Even though he was still angry and wanted to hurl his chair into his computer station, he decided to verbally vent his anger at Cratty and Webber for their incompetence.


  Where the hell are you, Webber!? Daniels yelled at no one. At least Cratty is trying to do her job, however badly!


  And Burns, he thought, I'm going to find you and rip your heart out, you bastard!


  It took all of Daniels's will to just stop and breathe while standing barefoot in his sweats and t-shirt. With his hands now moving to his head, he felt it really aching from the stress of waking up late from too much drinking. And when the phone calls started to come in, it was easy to piece together that his intelligence agency was nuked, America was under attack with all back-up systems off-line, a senior field agent dead, and his second-in-command missing in action.


  All of this because a rogue field agent returns from the dead. What the hell else could go wrong? Do you have weapons of mass destruction too, Burns? You plan to bomb the White House?


  It took longer than he wanted but Daniels finally controlled his breathing and felt ready to engage the problem. With a very deep sigh, Daniels turned suddenly to quickly retrieve his chair so he could sit and puzzle together what his former agent had done. But Daniels knew his questions were more why and how Burns did it.


  With eight monitors attached to four powerful CPUs, Daniels took a swig of very cold coffee and returned to his panorama of split images on eight equal-sized screens.


  All right. Let's take another look, he said.


  He turned to scrutinize the furthest screens where he saw various news updates and first-hand reports from first responders dealing with a range of terrorists' attacks.


  All right...a condominium complex in flames across the street from a hospital. Bombs placed in both ER and maternity wards, he said as he shifted focus to another screen while continuing his monologue. A truck filled with what looks like explosives in an industrial parking lot twenty minutes later. Almost an hour after that, a bomb is discovered in a public building next to an elementary school...and then FBI Boston Regional goes dark. He took another look at the array of screens, and then read the last piece of critical information he got before the Bureau shut down.


  Black knight in place. White knight on the move. Alpha out.


  Alpha, Charlie. White bishop on the move. Bravo out.


  White bishop secured transport. Black bishop, you are a go. Bravo out.


  Black bishop has delivered the package and is on the move. Heading to lair. Charlie out.


  White bishop to send package to our friends. Time for black bishop to move out. Bravo out. Alpha and Bravo rendezvous complete. Package exchanged. Alpha is on to prime objective, and Bravo to launch point two  out.


  Message received. Prepping for launch at primary location. ETA is


  10:00 am. Charlie out.


  Daniels sat back in his comfortable, leather chair for a moment He re-read the preliminary reports of the cyber attack, nodded, and then the rationale for the cyber attacks became clear. He shook his head in disbelief. He now had the final hard evidence it had to be Alexander Burns responsible for all this.


  Not only did you know the protocols for computer defenses and relocation, you knew where the firewalls were and their weakness, and you used the Trojan, you bastard.


  He peered at the center screen for a long time to re-read the last message received by his intelligence agency's operations center before it joined the FBI's control center and went dark.


  I remember everything on May 2, 2011. Operation center, Foreign Intelligence Agency, all present foreign operations are compromised. Cyber attack imminent.


  You remember everything because you were there. You were supposed to witness Sudani's death but you poked your nose into places you shouldn't and then got yourself shot down. I wished you were dead.


  Daniels sat silently, recounting the reports of Burns's MIA status and no luck finding him.


  Screw you, Burns, he said at the screen as if he were talking to Burns himself. Visions of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse sprung into his head as he fully appreciated the damage his former employee was inflicting.


  So you're pissed about the Oman Sharif Sudani mission. And to prove your point, you used one of our cyber attack viruses meant for North Korea to shut down my agency, he said thoughtfully. Still sitting back in his chair, Daniels found himself confused.


  But something is very different. Why warn us that our missions are in danger? When have you ever cared about collateral damage? You think you want that? Something is odd, missing.


  Daniels turned his back on the monitors to look outside his windows to see bright sunlight trying to cut through the blinds. The act cleared his head of the images on the screens to see what was absent and off about the entire picture. The sun's rays reflected off his clean desk where he noticed that the rays appeared as individual beams of light hitting different parts of the glass desk top. The same sunlight but all with different beams.


  Where are the bodies, Burns? Usually you leave a lot of collateral damage along with your target...where are they? What are you doing?


  Daniels sat back up, turned back to his screens and searched for old, classified files backed up on external hard drives. Window after window of past reports and after-action summaries immediately surfaced. He scanned all the classified data before Burns's final mission. He also researched his disappearance from his therapist's office more than four years ago for the hundredth time. For a while he could see that Burns's methods still seemed to be the same, at first glance.


  Wait a minute. He was seeing a therapist for post trauma...how could I have been so blind?


  The field agent watching him is killed in the parking garage, neck broken. The associate who was sent to clean up Caulfield went missing, and the other one was found dead in Littleton's hotel room, he mused.


  Therapy for post trauma? Something else unleashed? He changed?


  But...Littleton and her sister were never found, and Caulfield's body was identified through personal items only, he said as he sat back again in his chair so as to take in the entire bank of monitors. It took Daniels a full minute to slowly re-think his premise before he was absolutely sure. He stood back up and walked away from the monitors as a means of consolidating his thinking. He then turned back to take in the array of attacks, walked back and sat down as the key thing missing made total sense.


  No bodies. All threats but no injuries or deaths. No civilians harmed to date and every first responder and law enforcement agency along the east coast scrambled...but Maxwell is dead, he said out loud. His conversation with Wise fifteen minutes ago flashed before him that the guards and Jillian Davis were attacked but, again, not killed.


  You didn't kill them, or the civilians and we have no solid confirmations that Caulfield or the Littletons are dead...and you have four hard drives of five years of black ops...


  Eyes narrowed and fists clenched, he stood up again and walked to the middle of his room. He stared back at the monitors as he took in the full breadth of his stupidity for not seeing the obvious until it was too late. Again images of the Four Horsemen flooded back as Daniels recalled the benefits of his classical education.


  Different color horses with four riders...Conquest, War, Famine and Death...The Day of Judgment...end of days..the Apocalypse.


  Cold realization settled in his bones.


  So...you're not a 'lone wolf' any more. They helped you. Caulfield and the Littletons aren't dead or missing. They're your team. These people, these civilians are your team, now. That's how you could be in three different places at the same time. That's how you could create all of these distractions, get into public buildings and launch the cyber attacks. That's why there are no bodies  you might have wanted to kill people but maybe they didn't. All this time you were missing, you weren't running dark and off-grid. You were training them and planning all this time for this day.


  Closing his eyes, Daniels nodded in resignation as a man might after hearing he had less than a month to live.


  And they're a motivated group, too. What do they want? Revenge for killing Caulfields wife? Do they want restitution for taking their lives? Do they want to make us all pay? I hate it when it's personal! Okay.


  Daniels opened his eyes and returned to his chair to take command of his bank of computers and agency.


  New behavioral patterns, configurations and parameters to consider: Burns has a team, they are trained and committed. Maybe they won't kill indiscriminately but they are committed to acts of treason to get what they want.


  Daniels took a moment to review the new data and revised his thinking as the severity of the situation went deep.


  Terrorists? No. Worse  vengeance. It is personal.


  They have classified data that could destabilize the government and the world, and it's clear that Burns won't just sell it and go dark. He could have done that before...it has to be for them...his team's benefit somehow, Daniels continued to talk aloud as he looked at all the raw data in front of him. The more he thought about the impossibility of Burns changing from a trained assassin to something completely different, the more the information made sense. Still, Daniels was puzzled as he looked at a small picture of a well-maintained home he knew was in a well-appointed, gated community in Missouri just opposite a dilapidated ruins of a building in the same neighborhood, worlds apart. He smiled since he knew his guest was safely in place, a nice home in Wisconsin while his own bunker, the final fire front, was operational in St. Louis, if necessary.


  No one knows where I am now, let alone my bunker. But still...if Burns can change, so can the entire situation.


  He shifted his focus to the present and immediately opened a recently configured midnight blue smartphone he pulled from a pile of mobile electronics. It didn't take him long to search his short list of contacts on this private phone. He immediately found what he was looking for when the thought of Burns's return harbingered the possibility of his tying up loose ends.


  It only took two rings before his employee picked up.


  He's high-maintenance and a pain in the ass but he's prompt to a fault.


  Carter? It's Eagle  move the VIP. Move him to the 'castle' near the bunker, Daniels said cryptically. A sudden news flash caught his attention. Local and national reports were calling the Merrimack Valley Crisis a joint domestic and foreign terrorist attack.


  His focus was suddenly brought back by the man's complaining on the other end of the phone. Under other circumstance, if the world as he knew it wasn't coming to an end, he might have had the patience to deal with Timothy Carter. Instead, Daniels found his patience was strained at best.


  Tim! No one asked you what you thought! You've been on the bankroll for years and everything you have is because of me and the VIP. I don't care if you don't like how this looks for you. Do your job or I'll expose you and your cause for the sham it is! Got it?


  If there was a response, Daniels didn't hear it as he closed out the line before he could hear the response. Daniels took a moment to sit quietly, look at multiple screens of live streaming and new analysis before he threw his phone back into the pile. He now clutched his work phone with which he had spoken to Wise minutes ago.


  Who are you, Burns? What have you changed into? The 'Pale Rider?'


  Daniels would have considered the question more fully except his phone rang and the caller identification named Cratty, D. came up.


  As it rang, Daniels felt suddenly tired and almost groggy, as if he were asleep, while he reached over to pick the phone up.


  Why is the phone so far away, he thought as it seemed to be taking him a long time to reach over and pick it up.


  #


  Present Day - Waltham, Massachusetts, USA


  Daniels's hand finally landed on the alarm clock. He stirred in his bed at a low-end motel before finally sitting up in a stark, sparsely furnished room with all his belongings neatly stacked in the corner. Daniels shook sleep from his head as he rubbed his eyes. Unlike so many years ago, Danielss sleeping was sound as a result of drinking very little alcohol and exercise.


  And the dreams. So detailed and so real, he thought as he realized that he woke up from a near-exact representation of what happened back on May 2nd when he was in Houston.


  When Burns and his team destroyed everything.


  When the Four Horsemen rode into town, Daniels said softly after clearing his throat. He took his time and stepped out of bed. He immediately dropped to the floor for his standard morning sets of sit-ups and push-ups before hitting the shower. This routine helped move the slumbers and cobwebs of sleep from his head quickly.


  Quicker than coffee ever did.


  His mind fluttered from one subject to another as he did his sets of calisthenics which made it difficult for him to keep track.


  Helms and Welch should be busy in either Colorado or Maine, or probably both. Littleton should be under surveillance and Murphy should be heading out to see her by now. Well, while not a minute-by-minute covered mission, they should be busy for a while so I can deal with Burns.


  Liquids, fatigue and aches left his body at the final set. Daniels moved to the bathroom to take a shower before anything else.


  Well, at least the water pressure is really good here, he thought to himself as he stood ready under the largest showerhead he had ever seen in such a low-end motel. As he felt the hot water hitting his body, he decided he would wear some lotion for a change after the shower since he planned to talk to his guest in a small, confined room.


  At least one of us should smell good. God knows what you're going to smell like by the time you show up.


  Of all the planning he had done, he was most concerned with how Colonel Carter's men were going to successfully rig the mine to explode, and if they could keep Burns properly medicated for interrogation.


  When I had real professionals, it was never a question. Buffoons, on the other hand, are what I got. I guess I should be happy they didn't just kill Burns.


  Still, he was worried that without being able to remain in constant contact with his field operatives, he had to rely on their abilities to read and understand directions, and to follow them.


  You know, it's like giving a monkey keys to a Mercedes, Daniels said sarcastically. He looked at the time, and started pulling his relatively small bundles of possessions together. Daniels focused on what he was going to have for breakfast as he waited for his ride to show up. Ticking off each potential scenario, Daniels figured that regardless, all the intrusive variables would be elsewhere and engaged while he could spend some time finally getting some answers he had been waiting years to get.


  Finally. Judgment Day. After this, re-group at the bunker for a couple of months and then maybe head to Cuba.


  He reviewed his recently acquired and updated green smartphone paired with a small computer tablet to make sure everything in the bunker was in place post mission. It took him longer to complete the simple task and then figure out the nuances of his phone. He was glad he had not had to bother with the usual passwords and encryption.


  Later, after I finish with Burns. I'll have more than enough time then.


  After a minute more he plugged more information into it and watched it sync up with his tablet. As Daniels came to the final list of objectives, variables and his exit strategy, he had a sudden thought of Jeffery Glenn, another pissed off agent gone rogue.


  Still, Daniels dropped the thought as quickly as it arrived.


  No, I don't have to worry about him. He's gone. He's more focused on his sister and niece than dealing with me.


  Chapter 1


  Find the thing you want to do most intensely, make sure thats it, and do it with all your might. If you live, well and good. If you die, well and good. Your purpose is done.


  H.G. Wells


  Present Day  Andover, Massachusetts, USA


  Jeffery Glenn watched six separate monitors in the unusually spacious communication van parked at the end of the street of his target's suspected rally point.


  Nothing like an oversized moving van, one of many, to be hidden in plain sight. This never gets old.


  He looked at a number of other vans, small to large, misshapen and newer ones, in addition to other commercial trucks traveling up and down the street from his target's projected location. With outstretched legs and arms, he sat in his chair and held the position for a long minute so as to fully appreciate the stretch before he returned to his sitting position. His hand immediately reached to his right cheek where he felt the constant thin line of newer skin. Its scar continued to make him smile. Ritual completed, he smiled before he returned to his bank of monitors.


  What are you smiling at? Ruth asked as she cleaned her assault rifle.


  Jesus! Nothing gets by her. Are all Mossad agents like her? Hyper-vigilant. And the guns? Don't you have a hobby or something?


  Glenn took his time answering her. His attention was focused on watching the progress on the projected staging areas, pending on whether he was accurate in his analysis and projections.


  Can't a man smile at his handiwork and appreciate how a plan is coming together so nicely? Glenn asked innocently.


  He's smiling at his scar on his face. He thinks all the...belles femmes...beautiful women will find him attractive, John, Ruth's French counterpart, said. Similar to Ruth, he had been in the middle of doing something. Glenn was impressed with John's meticulous technique in reconfiguring the charges on packages of military-grade explosives.


  Great. French Intelligence agents are not only observant but he's right. It's so nice working with real professionals again!


  Glenn sighed before he turned around in his seat to take them both in: Ruth with her perpetually tanned skin and black hair, and John who was less tanned but had hair that was more red than the auburn he often claimed. Of all of them, Glenn was clearly the whitest and typically heard himself referenced by the other operatives as Snowflake.


  Still smiling though, he marveled at how months ago he was working with a group of unprofessional monkeys that botched a snatch-and-grab operation in Spain.


  Now? I'm working with the Israelis Mossad and French Intelligence. It really doesn't get better than this...well, maybe there was one time it was better.


  Glenn was flooded with memories of his old agency; all the resources, power and clout the Foreign Intelligence Agency once possessed, the envy of all the other intelligence agencies domestically and abroad.


  Ruth? I liked it better when John spoke only French. Can he go back to that? Glenn asked, deliberately ignoring the French man.


  Ruth laughed and went on with cleaning her weapon as John shook his head and continued his own work uttering stupide flocon de neige.


  Ah yes...flocon de neige...Snowflake, Glenn translated.


  Glenn returned to his own task impressed with John's accurate assessment; he was impressed with his own scar. Granted, it was given to him by one of Cratty's women.


  Ramsey? I think it was Ramsey. Yeah, it was Ramsey. Cratty threw punches and Ramsey used feet and knives.


  Still more memories of his brief capture in Tangiers before his escape from the hospital. It was so simple to escape, he thought as he fingered his scar. Glenn was startled back into the present.


  I hope you are right about this location. If you are not, we have wasted a great deal of time and resources, Ruth said in perfect English. Without looking, Glenn reiterated his plan as if he had done it before. While typically surveillance vans, regardless of size, were always stinky as a result of poor ventilation, sun, sweat and heat from the equipment, Glenn was consistently surprised that there was no stench with either of his peers. In fact, Ruth consistently carried an odor of subtle scents such as vanilla, musk and at times lilac.


  I know I'm obsessed with cleanliness but these two.


  Once again, Glenn had to rein in his rapid thoughts and refocused on Ruth's last warning.


  I told you that Robert Wise would lead us to Daniels, and sure enough, he brought us here, Glenn started.


  But we have not seen any appearance of him. Just a couple of men that are poorly patrolling the area, John said.


  Glenn closed his eyes at the misuse of appearance for sign, and decided not to correct the Frenchman so as to keep him speaking English.


  They may smell pretty good but they sure aren't trusting...


  I know. But Wise's showing up here with a group of the Daniels's men already at this site is more than enough to convince me. When we see Burns show up, Daniels will follow.


  If that does happen, it will take ninety minutes or longer to implement all of your objectives to ensure all authorities are engaged. He could leave before then, Ruth warned.


  No way, he said with conviction.


  Burns burned down Daniels's empire. Everything was taken, gutted and left in ashes. No, Daniels is going to make Burns pay...I guess Maxwell was right back in the day  Burns did destroy everything on his own timetable and terms.


  Glenn felt their gazes upon him. He knew both were staring at him trying to figure out how he was so sure. How would they know what motivates Daniels to do what he does?


  Daniels lost everything because of Burns. He's not going to simply kill him and walk away. He would have done that already. He's got to prove to Burns that he beat him. And the only way to do that is to bring Burns to him and have a chat. Stupid? Yes. But if I was in his shoes, I'd want to bleed Burns as slow as possible. Anyway, you two  Israeli and French, right? Aren't you guys known for melodrama, romance and vengeance? Glenn asked.


  We French? Absolutely. But our Israeli colleague is less known for her patience and drama, and better known for her efficiency, John said with a knowing smile.


  Oh yeah...you two have a history.


  I hope you are right. It took us eight hours to get resources and everything into place, Ruth said. By now she had moved from cleaning the assault rifle to cleaning her handgun. There was no smile or any facial expression, save for a determined look of a perfectionist cleaning her hardware.


  So...what do we do with Monsieur Burns? John asked. Good question, Glenn thought as he watched his monitors, waiting for an answer to come to him. It wasn't long until he revealed what he had been thinking about the plan for a long time.


  I don't know.


  I see, John said. Are we to let him go or eliminate him as a threat?


  A threat?


  I'm sure he's aware of your involvement with his friends death in Spain. It will be easy for him to find recruits to assist  Cratty, Dillon, Ramsey, Davis, they all come to mind, Ruth added.


  Easy. Not difficult at all. I wish to kill you, often, John said. His red hair and smooth, tan skin made his smile glow.


  Your concerns are noted. Let's get Daniels first and see where the rest leads us.


  So you're not willing to commit to terminating Burns, Ruth said.


  Not at this point, no. Maybe later. Let's get problem number one first and deal with the collateral issues later, Glenn said.


  Sounds good to me. Glenn could tell that John was ticking off things on his to-do list at that point. The sound of a knife scraping across a sharpening stone was now punctuating the silent van indicating that Ruth was also done discussing the subject for now.


  Glenn took time to focus on his monitors to see in clear black and white, high definition, how quickly his objectives were falling into place.


  It's just a matter of time.


  #


  Lieutenant Steve Andersen stood just outside the double doors of the FBI control room. He knew that once he entered, he would be caught up in the multiple operations that were occurring simultaneously. He needed to finish his classified case summary simply known as the Burns, Alexander, J file. After years of living the story, seeing firsthand all the things that transpired with this one man, he found it so real, formal and almost foreboding to read it as a forensic, active operations file. Even seeing his own name and his best friend, Diane Welch, casually referenced as primary players was like hearing one's voice from a recording, or seeing a surveillance film of oneself  surreal. Still, he forced himself to jump to the brief summary bullet points if he didn't want to read about the present mission in the Boston Globe.


  Relevant File Summary Points  Not to be duplicated or discussed outside of Federal Bureau of Investigation


  
    	Alexander J. Burns was seen in treatment for post traumatic stress disorder, and secondarily dissociative amnesia via head injury. Both conditions were a byproduct of friendly fire while on a mission in Pakistan to eliminate Oman Sharif Sudani. His psychiatric conditions were successfully treated by Dr. David Caulfield. Successful in that Mr. Burns recalled his memories prior to his head injury.


    	The team charged with watching Mr. Burns was killed, presumably by him. Mr. Burns went MIA for four years. The following civilians associated with his care and/or related to the caretakers were MIA with him: Dr. David Caulfield, treating psychologist, Samantha Littleton, assigned nurse, Rebecca Littleton, sister, and Emma Littleton, niece.


    	During this hiatus, it was reported by Dr. Caulfield during interrogation while in custody of Lt. Steve Andersen during the Merrimack Crisis that Mr. Burns had successfully trained him and the listed civilians to: a) launch a cyber attack against the Regional FBI office and the Foreign Intelligence Agency (FIA); b) distract potential obstacles to the plan  Diane Welch, Commandant, Massachusetts State Police, and Steve Andersen, Lieutenant, North Reading, Massachusetts; c) launch a series of fake attacks indicating a coordinated terrorist attack so as to confuse/disrupt law and military enforcement efforts to find real target; d) launch cyber attack to compromise all military and law enforcement efforts, and to compromise FIA's Operation Center and force them to relocate critical special operation mission hard drives to a lesser defended auxiliary control room; e) obtain mission hard drives for leverage/negotiate separate peace; f) relocate to predesignated safe zones; this safe zone was later discovered to be Kea, Greece.

  


  My God, you can't make this shit up. It all would have worked, too, if Webber and Daniels had let us do our job, Andersen said to himself. The memories came quickly - the failed meeting on March 15, the Ides of March, Davis being shot by Webber's men, and their killing Burns's lover, Samantha. He tried to push the sad images out of his head and looked for the last page of the summary. He didn't have to read about the final stand-off with Webber, and how Burns kept Jeffery Glenn and forty agents at bay as Rebecca Littleton took out Webber and shot down two helicopters. Sixteen FIA agents killed in Kea, Greece, several more killed by Burns in Government Center and outside Davis's house, and a sea of classified, top secret spec-op records released around the world  he remembered all that. Even with the number of agents killed, it was the breach that nearly wiped out all diplomatic alliances the US had built over the years. The top secret data sent via Internet made the Edward Snowden files pale in comparison, and was referred to as the Great Flood. He scanned those sections briefly until he got to the part where David Caulfield was killed in Torrox, Spain along with half his personal protection team  Horowitz, Fitzgerald and Belben.


  He reviewed how Janeson found the link between Emma Littleton, her half sister, Rosemarie Flores, and her paternal grandfather, John D. Murphy  known crime boss.


  
    	Mr. Burns successfully rescued Ms. Rosemarie Flores and Mr. John Murphy from a crime syndicate rival, Angelo and Regina Panelli, siblings and crime boss linked to North End, Boston. Both were arrested for murder and conspiracy.


    	Denise Cratty and Ana Ramsey located, subdued and detained Jeffery Glenn, former manager and colleague when all three worked at the FIA. Mr. Glenn was implicated in the murders of Dr. Caulfield and his protection detail. He was turned over to INTERPOL. Unfortunately, he escaped their custody and remains at large. Ms. Cratty and Ms. Ramsey successfully transported Ms. Rebecca Littleton and her ward, Emma, back to the United States. They were turned over to the Federal Marshals in the Witness Protection Program. Both Littletons and Ms. Flores are still in the program and location remains classified.


    	Alica Wise, still under the command of Eric I. Daniels, former FIA Chairman, was located in proximity of Mr. Burns in Franconia, New Hampshire. Ms. Jillian Davis, Mr. Thomas Nine William, and Daniel Ice Maddox thwarted an attempt to kill Mr. Burns. She is now in the Federal Correction Institute, Danbury, Connecticut under charges of domestic terrorism. Agent Martin is already interrogating Ms. Wise for the location of her brother and potential location of Mr. Burns, presently MIA.

  


  Andersen smiled as he remembered how wonderfully skilled Martin was in bluffing, acting and organizing operations.


  Not bad for a former bureau accountant and a part-time community theater actor, he said. Andersen rolled his shoulders as he read the final piece of the summary.


  
    	Final assessment is that Eric I. Daniels arranged for Glenn, Jeffery to attack Dr. Caulfield, Rebecca and Emma Littleton in Spain, coordinated the Panelli siblings to capture, detain and/or kill Mr. Murphy and Ms. Flores, and directed Ms. Wise and her associates to capture and/or kill Mr. Burns  all this as a means for either revenge or restitution. Mr. Daniels is MIA and considered very dangerous.

  


  There was a lot more in the indexes and more detail in the prior pages. He wanted to read more but he knew time was slipping by and as soon as he entered the control room, there would be no time for reading, just reacting. Andersen put the file down on the floor and made sure his suit matched as well as possible - navy or black, he could never tell. He re-tied his tie to be a little longer, re-tied his laced shoes, picked up the folder from the floor and took a deep breath before he pulled the door open.


  Once more unto the breach.


  Upon entering the darkened room, he took in the tense, electrified atmosphere of the FBI Regional Control Room. He watched the floor-to-ceiling screens split in two with Director John Helms on one side clearly situated in a car, as the other half held Diane Welch's image as she traveled in an airplane.


  I wish we had had all this hardware and technology back in the day. It would have made all those cases so much easier. I don't think I would have ever left this place. Why leave when you have all this technology?


  Andersen took his time and looked at the series of monitors manned by young men and women who were significantly younger than he but slightly older than his children. He felt comfortable with the familiar faces. Ana Ramsey and Christine Dillon, annoyed that they were grounded for the mission to see if Burns was out west, remained glued to their monitors for more intelligence on Colorado. Gilmore and Johnson were stationed beside Rachael Janeson while she juggled a series of tablets while giving her briefing.


  How does she do that? How can she carry on a briefing while reading something else at the same time?


  Andersen knew he was good at multitasking and his wife Laura was even better, but no one did multitasking like Janeson. He smiled at her as she stood perfectly erect looking at both hands in front of her as she reviewed her tablets. She reminded him more of a daughter and he found himself baffled at her striking beauty, focus to duty and a complete lack of understanding of social cues and etiquette.


  Well, not complete lack of skills. They have been growing, Andersen revised. Maybe too quickly, and not uniformly or the way we would like, but she is developing those skills.


  Drawn back to the conversation, Andersen finally heard Helmss long awaited request.


  Alright Janeson, let's do a recap of the events in the last five hours just so everyone is on the same page.


  Poised, her pale skin in contrast with her dark clothes, she looked up from her tablets, strode to the front of the screens with Gilmore and Johnson in tow who were themselves directing others as they followed.


  Six hours ago, a CIA satellite picked up a faint GPS signal that was marked as an FBI transmitter that was attached to Alex Burns's tooth. A drone equipped with a calibrated transceiver in addition to its usual eavesdropping gear identified the signal's source. This is four days after thermal satellite images confirmed that Alex Burns was captured by four groupings of men and carried away to an overpass bridge where they were temporarily lost until eight vehicles emerged from underneath, heading in several different directions. One satellite went due east while two separate drones were scrambled to follow two other cars before we lost track of them. As a result of this maneuver, we lost track of five vehicles, she said as she handed one tablet to Johnson in exchange for another one from Gilmore.


  She's just unbelievable, Andersen kept thinking as he stood in the background, rocking back and forth on his feet. He still held the large file in both hands behind his back and tried to ignore the pressure on the sides of his shoes.


  I hate these new shoes. They're too tight and they squeak.


  The location of the signal is about one to two hundred feet below ground in an abandoned gold and mineral mine just outside Colorado Springs called Klondike Mine.


  You're kidding me, right? Diane Welch said. She rubbed her eyes. The mine's name is 'Klondike? she continued.


  Andersen watched to see how Janeson would answer a simple question. As predicted, Janeson looked up to see why the name of the mine mattered.


  Yes. I am speculating that the mine was named after a person. More likely, the person who first discovered some precious metal there, but that's not substantive to this briefing, Janeson said. Her response at best was abrupt and dismissive. She returned to looking at her tablets. While oblivious to Janeson, Andersen could easily see that he was not the only one surprised as both Helms and Welch picked up on Janeson's curtness, since it was very unusual for her to be all business at the expense of being curious.


  Yeah...Helms and Welch are right. Something is wrong with her. Maybe she's developing faster than she can handle. This thing with Burns, maybe.


  Andersen listened to Janeson talk evenly and without much emotion as was her typical mode of communication when she was in research and briefing mode.


  While the local police and rangers have secured the entrance and other potential exits, they have not ventured inside the mine as it is evident that there was recent activity, and the security of the mine compromised. Janeson stopped for a moment, where she appeared to sigh, and then carried on.


  Tired? Fatigued? Not really her style.


  At the same time, there has been a significant increase in activity in Maine, near Mount Katahdin, where Secret Service Director, Robert Tombs, confirms that Colonel Timothy Carter of the Republican Citizens Army is presently located. With these activities occurring in both Colorado and Maine at the same time, it would appear that Alex Burns would be in one of those places, Janeson said.


  Andersen found himself looking at Janeson who seemed engrossed in something she was reading. After another brief moment, Christine Dillon made eye contact with him and he raised his shoulders to convey he didn't know what was going on. As suddenly as Janeson had stopped, she started again.


  In regards to Mr. Carter, there are some other anomalies about his funding sources that require investigation later. Somehow there is a connection to Missouri. That doesn't make sense...but again, I digress. Janeson put one tablet down and retracted another from her own pocket.


  Wow! She's distracted! That's not good either.


  Surveillance reports indicate that the two people of interest who identified themselves to Lt. Andersen as 'Ruth' and 'John,' remain missing even though the majority of their colleagues have clearly aligned with ours to unobtrusively observe as we move in on Colorado and Maine, Janeson said as she narrowed her eyes so as to better focus.


  Of course, Ruth from Mossad and John from French Intelligence. It wouldn't be interesting if it was just a domestic issue. It's got to be international just to heighten the risk. Ruth sure is creepy.


  I take it you think there is more going on here? Helms prodded.


  It didn't take long for Janeson to nod her head affirmatively. The transition from reciting her briefing to speculating was smooth for her but still jarring for most who would be better in slowly transitioning from one mode of presenting to another.


  Yes. If past behaviors are any indication of future actions, I suspect that neither place is where they are holding Alex Burns. In keeping with Eric Danielss pattern, there is more likely a third place or another series of actions that are occurring concurrently, and more likely hiding in plain sight.


  For a moment, Andersen was sure she was done but then Janeson went on. As expected, her pause was not a social cue to ask questions or to join in, but rather a moment to organize her thoughts into something thoughtful, thorough, and logical.


  There may be another factor playing a role here that involves Ms. Littleton and her wards. While it is not a surprise that she and her family have disappeared into their own hiding upon Burns's capture and kidnap, the marshal that checked on her discovered that in addition to her disappearance, her home had been obviously gone through. While initially it was thought it was a coincidental robbery, nothing of value was stolen, and a message of 'we're not done, old man,' was scrawled on a wall, she said. As a visual aid, she added images of the apartment and writing flashed on a smaller screen.


  When I informed Mr. John Murphy of this, he instantly responded by informing me that those were the very words that Angelo Panelli said to him just prior to his and his granddaughter's rescue.


  Just great. And of course an old vendetta just to make it all personal and heighten the risk. Laura is so right  I think once this Burns and Daniels matter is done, I'll go back to my quiet suburban neighborhood and do good old-fashioned detective work. Stick with DUI's, car accidents and identity fraud...all noble efforts to keep a policeman busy.


  Damn it, was Helms's response.


  Yes. Also, Mr. John Murphy has reportedly just left Massachusetts for 'vacation' as reported by Mr. Fitzpatrick. Additionally while we have confirmed that Regina Panelli is still in isolation at Danbury Federal Prison, Mr. Panelli remains among the missing, as does Robert Wise, brother of Alica Wise, who is also in isolation at Danbury.


  Andersen watched Helms make some kind of connection with Alica Wise's name and seemed to jump at the opportunity to ask a question.


  By the way, Janeson, the warden and chief guard are complaining that 'Special Agent Martin' is interrogating Ms. Wise, but has yet to ask her a question. It's been about three days of this and they think this silent treatment is bordering on abuse.


  Oh please, Janeson said, too loud to be a whisper but not low enough to go unheard. While there were no emotions transmitted as she ostensibly continued reading, her response in and of itself was surprising. She continued to look down at her tablets while Andersen watched all eyes in the control room and on the screens focus on her with slackened jaws, sudden intake of air and total shock all over their faces. While still unaware that she was being stared at, Janeson continued her briefing as if nothing happened.


  Jesus...what the hell is going on with you, Janeson, Andersen thought. Gilmore and Johnson, who had been by Janeson's side for years, even exchanged surprised looks while Dillon started to slowly approach her.


  As Agent Martin is notorious for unorthodox approaches that have yielded positive results, I am guessing that he is taking a less than direct approach to obtaining the data we need, she continued.


  Everyone continued to look at her as she looked down at her tablets. It was evident that Helms planned to let the remark go and took another approach.


  And what is the data we need? he asked.


  Janeson looked up suddenly at Helms's image on the screen. Her facial features took on a deadly serious expression as she brought her tablets to her sides.


  The real location of Alex Burns, she said. After a pause, she elaborated on her prior statement. The control room fell silent except for a cough, the hum of warm monitors and some keyboard clicking.


  The signal at the mine is either a forgery or real, but Alex is not there. I suspect that Mr. Daniels has set up a trap so he can harm both Ms. Welch and her team, and to tie up resources away from the real target. Prior to the last three days, the whereabouts of Colonel Carter and his group were not confirmed but now they are making themselves more than visible. That said, Alex is not there either. It is another attempt to distract and tie up resources in Maine in addition to Colorado.


  Andersen watched Janeson closely as he waited for her to continue. Finally, it was Welch that asked the obvious question.


  Then where is Burns?


  Andersen waited nervously as Janeson seemed to be frozen in place by the question. What little noise there was in the control room was not completely gone. Silence of twenty seconds dragged on as loud as an oncoming train.


  Unknown, she said softly at first but then she raised her tablets back up and her voice became stronger as she began to read again as she spoke next.


  However, that means we need to confirm that Alex Burns is not in Colorado nor Maine as soon as possible by investigating each place under the caveat that Mr. Daniels's desire is to cause us all great harm. This will spring the trap and
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